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There waa someone she had been trying to forget, but the
word amant translated itself into English and the desire for
love flooded her being. . . . True love. . , .
Her imaginative posturing came to an end. She stared
hard at the darkness for So»me moments and then moaned
weakly and began to weep and weep silently; " Oh my
<&*r," she whispered, " Oh my dear" She let herself weep,
and it comforted her greatly.
The morning found her restored to her normal self and
prepared even to enjoy Torquay. She had thought of all
sorts of things that revolutionised the situation. She slipped
out of bed and into a Parisian dressing-gown, went to look
at the sea—lovely !—rang and demanded a " chocolate
campUt" and explained that " M*sieu mangera Plutarch".
Then, recalled to Old England at the maid's stare, she
translated, " One chocolate and rolls and butter. My
husband is still asleep." He might, she reflected, have the
monopoly of payment, but nothing here could prevent her
giving orders.
She dressed and as she dressed she revised that speech she
had composed in the train. She would say it all later in the
day, when he was washed and penitent. There was an after-
math of penitence in that champagne. It was his first
experience of getting drunk, and she knew there was a state
called having a head and a mouth, when fallen humanity
craves for a cool hand on its brow. She wished she knew more
about pick-me-ups.
She would go down and find out in the bar.
All that worked out admirably. The barman was under*
standing and charming. She tried a cocktail he said he had
invented, It cleared and invigorated the spirit. She did a
very unusual thing for her. She had another.
In the afternoon she was able to deliver her little speech
from under a sunshade that she held over her husband's
head in the hotel gardens, and win his depressed but un-
resisting agreement.
Should she say a word about the money? Not a word
until they went back to London and she began housekeeping.

